
Wickedest
Spot of All.

New York's Smallest Pre¬
cinct Beats All the

Others in Crime.

It Is Only Eight Blocks Square,
but Contains Over 100,-

000 People.
A Dog Plays an Important Part in

the Police Work of the
Region.

BLOODY RECORD OF THE DISTRICT.

Murders and Mysterious Disappearances
Are Not Rare in the Eleventh.Where

the Essex Market Court Gets a

Good Share of Its Business.

If you want to become a witness of all the
crimes In the calendar go and lire In the
Eleventh Police Precinct. It Is only eight
blocks square, yet It contains more Inhab¬
itants than the city of Albany. Though
Is the smallest precinct in New York In ex-

tent of territory, no other four precincts
taken together can equal It In the number
of crimes committed and arrests made.

, Though the population is only a little over

100.000. about 30.000 people were detained
In the Eldridge Street Police Station during
the last year. About one-half of these were

charged with some violation of the law.
4 732 of them being women. The other half
consisted of vagrants and homeless women,
who were lodged for the night in the sta¬
tion house, and lost children who were kept
until called for.
The police authorities cannot be held re¬

sponsible for the condition of affairs. It is
rather to be blamed upon the location of the
district. Starting at the beginning of the
Bowery, the precinct extends east eightblocks* to Clinton street and north eight
blocks to East Houston street. Within
these narrow limits, cooped up In over¬

crowded tenement houses and cheap lodging
houses, men, women and children are
crowded together In physical and moral
filth. The poverty of ignorance and intem¬
perance flourishes side by side with the
wealth of ill-gotten gains.
polish and Russian Jews form perhaps the

maloritv of the residents. Americans, Ger¬mans Italians, Chinamen and a dozen other
nationalities make up the balance They
arC found in the tenement houses, four or
live families on a floor. The East hide
families are planned on a more libelalscSe too. than on Fifth avenue. Besidesthese' classes, wh* might be called the regu¬
lar inhabitants, there is quite-a large per¬
centage of "floaters." There is hardly a
crook or confidence man in the whole coun¬
try who has not at some time lived here.
The riff-raff of the world, upon coming to
New York, seek the Bowe y.
Over one-half of the prisoners that appear

in the Essex Market Police Lourt come
from this precinct, although 5-e other pre¬
cincts send their prison to the same
court. Twenty murdere were arraigned
for trial in this precinct .t year, and there
were perhaps twic* * many who were
npver caught. erious deaths are aCommon occ'- '. T**e people murderedcommon occr

lfflciently hlgh degree in
attract much public at-

Feloniou^^Xd^cenies occur by the ua ,v^ment ha3 doneWhatever the reform ^ dlves 0f theIn the way of cleaning out i
peo-neighborhood, it has not retold. ^ peoplepie. The places are gone, but . / sinare still there. "We do not know o-
res_gle disorderly house in the precinct af

?¦nt," said Acting Captain Kirschner, with
dubious smile, "but no matter how ofte^.
we close them up, they reopen in a newplace."
The history of the district has alwaysbeen the same.crime after crime from oneyear's end to another. Away back in 1881.A L. Drummond, then Chief of the L nited

States Secret Service, arrested sixteen no-
torious counterfeiters known as the l^ng-llsh Gang," who made their headquartersin a saloon and lodging house at No. 1
Bowery. It was the largest gang ever ar¬
rested in New York City. The members
Included such notorious crooks as "Pud-¦
dlii'r" Long, Danny Sullivan, EnglishBilly, Martin Kelly and Joe Delehanty.While some of them are confined in the,
penitentiaries of this and other States, a
few of them, as their terms expired, have
made their appearance in their old haunts
"Kid" McManus, a bank burglar ot great
repute.or disrepute, perhaps-showed up
two weeks ago, just after being released
from a term in the St. Louis Penitentiary.For two years his brother kept a saloon on
Essex street, where crooks of the highertrade were accustomed to congregate.
The police station has a lodging room

for women, and a woman's prison. While
there are only eleven cells, it sometimes
contains over forty prisoners. During the
last year several women were locked up
bete on the charge of homicide.
The famous dance halls of the Bowery,

inch as McGurk's. have passed out of ex¬
istence There are yet remaining several
concert halls. Along Hester and Orchard
streets are a number of three-cent gin-mills A glass of beer costs only three
cents, and five cents will buy "a largeglass of pure whiskey." Most of them are
located in basements. Visit them after
nightfall and you will And the rough
wooden tables surrounded by a crowd of
men Some of them are thieves and pick¬
pockets. others are thugs. Still others are
only "first brooms," not energetic enough
f0So-caHedS' coffee houses have recently
sprung up on nearly every street In the
"coffees." as the police abbreviate the
name are to be found voluptuous East
Side beauties, with low-cut gowns, who
serve tiny cups of coffee to the visitor
ahd join with him In drinking it.
One of tyhe best policemen in the pre¬cinct is "Yaller," a miserable-looking yel¬low dog. He drifted into the station a

few years ago, an<* has ma^there ever since. He has distinguishedhimself upon more than one occasion in
rendering assistance to policemen in mak-
Ing ariests. He knows al> the officers in
the precinct, and makes them visits while
of post nightly.
Two weeks ago "Yaller" was wjtb Po¬

liceman John Foley, when the I®"?*tempted to arrest two thieves. The thieves
after au exciting struggle broke away from
Foley and made their escape
"Yaller" did not turn up at the station

house that night or the next day, and
there was mourning in consequence.*
wa* the first time the dog had remained
a
The

S
next

"

morning, however "Yaller"
came barking Into the station. Foley was
there at the time. The dog rushed to
the policeman, took hold of his trousers
and tried to pull him toward the door
Folev suspecting that the dog knew what
he was about, put on his coat and went
out with the canine. "Yaller led him
to . saloon not far away Foley entered
and found sitting at a table the two
thieves Who had escaped from him.
But "Yaller" has «one many other things

equally as great.
Appn»hen«lon to Boston.

[Boston Journal.]
Mrs. Laura O. Chant said "the New England

Conservatory was training the souls of young
people to bring forth the music there was in
Niagara through their fingers on the piano."
If her statement Is corrective respectfully call
the attention of the police and the Society for
the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals to the
matter. As if is now. there is piano poundingenough to strike tenor to the stoutest soul.
Marshal Key himself would quail if he were
obliged to sit near the stage at a recital. And
shall any one L>e permitted in Boston to give
an imitation of Niagara on a grand piano, lidraised an<t pedals in woriiing order? Never.
Not even If the torturer has a watery touch. i
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"Some of* Them Are Thieves and Pickpockets, Others Are "Thugs."
(Drawn from life in a Hester street gin mill by a Journal staff artist.)

^epturies
for ($?ri/r\e.

Four Thousand Years Are An¬
nually Sacrificed in

New York.

Despotic Power Members of the
Judiciary Exercise Over the

Lawbreaker.

MAY MAKE OR MAR MANY LtVES.

Characteristics of Some Well-Known Occu-

pal f the Bench.Notable Cases
Which"^ave Come Be¬

fore Tl?em.
Four thousand years ot hnman 1"® are

annually sacrificed to crlmi. in ^*ew York
City. This is the aggregate -°' Sen¬
tences imposed on lawbreakers eacn year
by the judges who try criminaB whose
crimes subject them to confine lent in
State's prison. Add to this the ontences
of petty offenders whose cases ire dealt'
with by the police justices, and the total
is startling.
The men who mete out punishment to

the New York evil-doers are the judges of
the General Sessions courts, the Recorder,
the City Judge, the judges of the Appel>
late branch of the Supreme Court, to
whom criminal cases are assigned, and th&
judges of the Court of Special Sessions.
The sentences range from one montht to
any period up to life imprisonment.
Of the General Sessions judges, the vet¬

eran, in point of service and number of
criminals sentenced, is Judge Rufus B.
Cowing, who is now in his eighteenth year
on the bench. A fair estimate of the num¬
ber of years Judge Cowing has doomed
offenders to spend In prison is 8,500. Ow¬
ing to the fact that very short sentences
are comparatively rare in this court, the
total number of cases In which convictions
were secured is not great as in some
of the other courts.
Judge Cowing is not what is termed a

severe judge. In comparatively few in¬
stances has he Imposed the limit of sen¬

tence; still, an offender need expect no
mercy from him. That is why the hard¬
ened criminal fights shy of his court. This
is the judge whom Police Commissioner
Roosevelt accuses of being too lenient.
Lawyers who practice before him, how¬
ever, say that while he tempers justice
with mercy he Is no believer in technicali¬
ties and the men whose guilt is plainly ap¬
parent finds in him an unyielding foe.
Judge Fitzgerald, of the General Ses¬

sions Court, has during the six years of
service on the bench imposed sentences ag¬
gregating 3,000 years, and an unusual feat¬
ure of this aggregate is that a majority
of the sentences constituting it have not
yet been served in entirety; that is, the
greater proportion of the men and women
whom Judge Fitzgerald has sent to State's
prison are still there. Though, as stated,
the Judge has been on the General Ses¬
sions bench but siv years, he has tried
many cases of unusual public interest.
Notable among these is that of Dr. Henry
G. McGouegal, who performed an opera¬
tion on a young woman which caused her
death. Dr. McGonegal placed the body of
the girl in his buggy, drove to an under¬
taker's, gave him a death certificate, and
had the body interred In Brooklyn. Sus¬
picion was aroused, and the body was dis¬
interred, McGouesnl's arrest following.
His trial excited wide interest, and finally
resulted in conviction. Judge Fitzgerald
gave him the full sentence the law pro¬
vides.twenty years in State's prison, and
this sentence Dr. McGonegal is now serv¬
ing.
There Is no judge on the bench in New

York to-day so well known over the coun¬
try as ex-Recorder Smyth, now a Justice
of the Supreme Court.- Judge Smyth was
Recorder for teen years, and grew famous

while holding the office. The sentences
Imposed on criminals by him will ag¬
gregate In ronnd numbers 8,000 years.
Judge Smyth gained the name while on
the bench as Recorder of being the stern¬
est, as well as the kindest, of judges.
Henry Welch, the veteran deputy of the
office of the clerk of the General Sessions
Court, says the Judge has been erroneous¬
ly censured for this alleged sternness.
As a matter of the fact, the Judge has
shown more common sense in the admin¬
istration of the law than is often seen on
the bench. He it was who declined to
cease suspending sentences when a Western

The most notable trials before Judge
Smyth in recent years were those of Car-
lyle W. Harris and Dr. Buchanan, pois¬
oners. Michael Magowan, sentenced to im¬
prisonment for life for the murder of his
sweetheart; Rose Finn, last July, is the
only criminal of consequence whose ease
has been disposed of by the Judge since
his elevation to the Supreme bench.
Judge Henry E. Gildersleeve, now on

the Supreme bench, with Judge Smyth, is
another veteran in the disposing of criminal
cases. The years lawbreakers have served
and will endure in prison at his command
form the sum of seventy centuries. Judge

taming money under false pretences, and
Judge Gildersleeve's decision is the stand¬
ard by which offenders along similar lines
shall be judged.
Recorder Goff has been in office but a

twelvemonth, and the aggregate of years
the criminals must spend in prison whom
he has sentenced Is 500. The judges of
the General Sessions Court not previously
referred to have recently assumed office,
and the future only will disclose whether
criminals may expect severity or leniency
from them.
Taken as a whole, the powe rwhich the

members of the judiciary have over human
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"Yaller," the Dog: Wlio Captures Criminals, and Policeman Foley, His Master.
(Sketched from life by a Journal st^ff artist.)

New York tribunal hold that a court had
no such right. His method was when Re¬
corder to give the novice in crime a
chance to reform, if ho would, by impos¬
ing a light sentence. Should the prisoner
commit another crime after sentence, the
Recorder was quite likely to be lenient a
second time; but woe betide the unfortu¬
nate wretch who appeared for a third time
before him. Mercy vanished, and the full
limit of the sentence the law permitted
was invariably imposed. The habitual
criminal feared death mo Ws than Re¬
corder Smxth.

Gildersleeve has always been noted in
criminal matters for his strenuous efforts
to make the punishment fit the crime. As
a result, he is feared and hated by crimi¬
nals of both high arid low degree. The
case for which Judge Gildersleeve will be.
best remembered is that of Carrie R.
Morse, the female who conducted a bogus
bucket shop ostensibly for' women. Mrs.
Morse would engage girls to take places in
her establishment, obtain money from them
as a guarantee of the permancy of their
positions, and then never pay either salary
or the borrow money. She was tried for ob-

destiny is sweeping in extraordinary de¬
gree. While acquittal or conviction rests
with the juries ostensibly, it is the judge's
charge which generally fixes the prisoner's
fate. The judge can make or mar human
life, as he sees lit. lie can doom the novice
in crime who comes before him to spend
the best years of his life within prison
walls,, or lie can permit him to light his
way along the lines of honest existence.
The judges of New York annually dictate
the rights of thousands to life, liberty and
the pursuit of happiness. They are arbiters
of destiny.

pleu/ York's
jtautieal Salooi?.

Here the Sailor Man Enjoys Life
Occasionally While

Ashore.

All Hands of the Place's Crew
Wear Full Naval

Uniform.

DRINKS AND SONGS OF THE SEA.

Everything Is in Ship Shape Except the
Customers, Who Take Too

Much Ballast
Aboard.

There Is a saloon near Vesey and Green¬
wich streets, in New York, where a drink
can be ordered In the most correct nautical
language, and served by a ship's officer
dressed in full naval Uniform. The bar¬
tender and his crew of assistants appear
in naval dresp, which includes swords and
other side arms, gold! ace, epaulets and
caps, and glistening stars and badges. This
novel crew comes on duty every evening
at 7 o'clock. During the day drinks are

served by regular orthodox bartenders in
white aprons and shirt sleeves.
The scene In this quaint little cabin of

a saloon is so realistic that it Is difficult
for the visitor to realize that he is not on

shipboard. The entrance is from one of
New York's busiest thoroughfares. One
steps through a low doorway into a room
which looks for the world like the main
catyn of an old-time China packet.
Several old brass ship lamps hang from

the ceiling by chains, which havo seen

years of service at sea. Several very old
and dilapidated figureheads which have
faced the atarms o£ many years at «eji stare
at the scenes of revelry from corners. The
walls are hung with relics of many voy¬
ages. Places of rope taken from famous
vessels decorate walls and ceiling. Then
there are the old prints of vessels and por¬
traits of famous captains and stirring ma¬
rine views. Many of these relics are rare
and correspondingly valuable. The curious
furniture of this ship saloon also Include
a number of models of famous vessels,
carved from pieces of wood taken from
the original vessels themselves by sailors
during some famous voyage. The crowning
feature of these decorations is the old
Hags. The Stars and Stripes are to be
seen everywhere. Many of these flags have
floated from historic battleships through
famous engagements.
The proprietor of the saloon is attired in

the full uniform of a commodore of the
United States Navy. His "crew" consists
of representatives of the officers usually
found aboard a man-of-war, properly uni¬
formed, as well as an occasional sailor, who
appears in the trip blue "togs" of Uncle
Sam's men who swing their hammocks in
the forecastle^ These are no imitation
sailors, for every man Jack of them is a
veteran of the ocean and rolls about as if
on shipboard.
The old ship's clock Which hangs over

the bar does not strike the hour like an
ordinary clock, but announces the time by
striking the correct number of bells. It is
never 10 o'clock, or VZ, or 1 o'clock, for ex¬

ample. here, but eight bells or four bells, for
the time is always spoken of in the most
correct nautical language. This custom of
using only nautical terms in carrying on
the ordinary business of the saloon has
proved so attractive that the place is gen¬
erally filled with old salts. The Commodore
stands at one end of the bar and shouts out
his orders to his crew, as if he were sta¬
tioned on the bridge of some man-of-war.
One hears ouch orders as "Avast, there!"
"Stand by to let go!" "Hard a lee!" and
"Keep her off half a point!" and similar
expression?!, that the sailor knows so
well. Drinks are ordered in names which
are absolutely unintelligible to landlubbers.
The evening is never a success unless a
great many of these orders are first given
and obeyed. The favorite nautical term is
"Stand by-to let go!"- This is given when
the glasses have all been filled and are

being held in the bauds of the crosvd of
sailors.
The way yarns are spun would make the

nautical novelist feel like an insignificant
person, for such wonderful tales are related
as only sailors can tell. It's a queer place,
but a jolly one withal, and if any one
doubts that Jack ashore enjoys life, he
should drop in there.

Unhappiest
of Women.

A Parisian Wife Whose Hus
band Made Her His Mis¬

tress' Servant

Spent His Leisure Moments in

Conceiving Schemes of
Cruelty.

Forced Her and Six Children to Liv®
in a Windowless

Attic.

SCOFFED AT HER PLEAS OF LOVE.

At Last She Revolts and Throws Vitriol in
the Face of the Woman for

Whose Sake She Has
Been Degraded.

Paris, Jan. 17..Of all unhappy women,
Ellen Miller has been the most unhappy.
A priest stood at the door of her cell

the other day talking to her about heaven.
"You are wasting time, reverend father,"

she said. "Tell me about hell."
The good man described to her the palm

and penalties which await the unrepentant.
"Is that all? It is not so bad after all!"

And she turned back to her loaf of prison
bread.
Living, she had breathed the acrid heat

of the pit. She can laugh at Lucifer, for
she has been tortured by the worst hus¬
band a woman ever had; her soul has been
so seared and cauterized by his tormenting
that she is entirely lacking sensitiveness.
Here is her story: The Millers were

foreigners.Poles.and Miller was a tailor
In Paris. Three children came to Mrs.
Miller in less than three years, and her
once pretty face grew worn and pinched.
Miller was prosperous In a small way,
and there was a servant in the little flat.
This servant worked all day, as servants
do in a small household, but her cheeks
were red for all that. Her name was

Sarah Wattman. When Miller was In the
jocose stage of unpleasantness he used to
tell Mrs. Miller that Sarah's cheeks looked
like rosy apples, and her own like applea
that had been dried. At this Mrs. Miller
would cry.
Before the fourth child came Miller had

begun to neglect his business, and to
explain to himself that he was an un¬

lucky person, cursed with a family whose
increase encumbered him, and he resolved
to go to London. He took his wife with
him, and in London a fifth child was

born. Now there are men who like to have
five children, but Miller saw his wife
grow thinner and paler, find began to rea¬

son, as he believed, against Fate, saying:
"My wife is unhappy.
"Her appearance is that of a hag,
"Her children annoy me.
"I cannot restore her to youth, childless¬

ness and the pursuit of happiness.
"But I can go away, begin a new life

alone, and not think about her.
"She will not like it, but she is unhappy

as it is. It is better to save one out of a
wrecked crew than that all should sink
together."
So Miller packed his trunk and took the

cheap route, by Dieppe, to Paris. There ho
found work, and also Sarah Wattman.
She saw that he was lonely and unhappy.
A man whose married life is not a success
never tries to conceal his misfortunes from
women, ,

Ellen Miller free in London to do as she
pleased and live as she could, presented her¬
self with a sixth child a few weeks after her
husband's departure. When this last infant
was six months old, and beginnig to be a
comfort to her, she discovered her husband's
address in Paris and wrote to him.

Miller, in the course of two years, sent
from Paris to his wife in London various
postal money orders, amounting in all to 40
francs, for which she received 31 shillings
and 11 pence half penny in English money.
This was equivalent to 1 4-100 of a cent per
day in American money, for the woman and
her six children, or nearly 15-100 of a cent
per day for each of the seven persons.
Ellen Miller, discontented, precatory, sel¬

fish with the multilateral selfishness of a

mother, bothered her neighbors in London
until they subscribed enough money to pay
her fare and her children's fare to Paris.
And there she found Miller living with
Sarah Wattman. He said to her:
"I don't want yon. When I don't want a

woman I don't want to support her. It is
bad enough to have to pay for what I do
want. I don't want your children, either.
If you can't provide for them, leave them
on the steps of the nearest church. You can
earn your living if you are not hampered
with them. At any rate, don't bother me.

If vou do I shall go away from here. That
is, if you bother me very much. And, after
all, I don't think you can do that. The law
will not help you much. And as for public
opinion, I don't care for it. As long as I
can buy a man a drink I can find a man to
say 1 am a good fellow. Good day.I'm
busy."
This left nothing for Ellen Miller to say.

Meantime a landlord gave lier on credit an

empty room without a window in the top
story of the building in which Miller and
Sarah Wattman had their flat. Perhaps ho
did it for the joke of the situation. At any
rate he did it, and a charcoal dealer gave
Ellen some old sacks, with which she made
a bed. Miller and Sarah contributed noth¬
ing, because they thought it best not to en¬

courage Ellen to stay so near them.
If you have no money, here in I'arls, it la

not easy to get anything to eat. The scav¬

engers are well organized, and leave very
little lying about for homeless dogs and
disused wives. And after a day or two
Ellen and her children became dissatisfied
and went to Miller's door again. Then
Sarah YVattmann spoke up. Said she:
"Mrs. Miller, your husband is tired of

you, and I suppose I may say that 1 have
in a measure taken the place in his regard
which you formerly occupied. We are
not very well oft, and I am trying to
save a little money. To depend upon a
man is to live in an uncertain climate, and
I am preparing for a rainy day. However,
I can afford to have a woman in by tho
day and do the housework. If you will
take a little less than the current rate
of wages I will give you the work."
Mrs. Miller acquiesced.

, ^ .

It was thought by many people that she
showed a want of good taste in doing so,
but she did it. And then Miller began
to show his sense of humor again. He and
Sarah used to ring for breakfast in the
morning, and Ellen used to serve it on
a tray. This was very comfortable, and
there was certainly something very droll
about it. Look at it any way you will,
the situation was a quaint one. Miller
and Sarah made Ellen Miller look at It
in all sorts of ways. They twisted and
turned their little joke in every con¬

ceivable form; they lay awake thinking
up funny things to say to Ellen.
Ellen herself was not a facetious per¬

son. She had never made a joke in her
life. To bring superfluous children into
a cold-shouldered world, to cook, ignorant-
lv, inferior comestibles, to weep, snuffling
the while.these were her little accom¬

plishments. And now she developed a
morbid feeling. Instead of writing verse,
she displaved her egomania by an act of
violence. Sarah sent her out one morning
to buy four cents worth of milk. She
embezzled the money and bought four
cents worth of vitriol. And this, as Sarah
rose from her pillows to look for the
breakfast tray, she threw In Sarah's face.
Miller was spattered.
Tho Criminal Court of Paris has sen¬

tenced Ellen Miller to thirty days Im¬
prisonment. but applies the Berenger law,
which provides for tho pardoning of
first offence. So Ellen is free, except, of
course, that she is a married woman, and
Is therefore obliged to love and honor her
husband. Does she do so? Certainly, she
has just given evidence of Jealousy.


